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who could dictate perfect paragraphs on the day after his innumerable organ recitals and jumble sales, skilfully awarding the balm with unerring discrimination and a profound knowledge of name-spelling.
I continued my studies at West Ham College (where all the masters seemed to be Socialists) on certain evenings by special concession of Mr. Whitworth. Shorthand and that bewildering subject economics were my specialities. Presently I found myself the proud owner of a shorthand certificate for 140 words a minute, though how I passed the test is a mystery to me. It was all about the mandatory territories of Southern Persia and Mesopotamia. As every shorthand writer knows, these particular outlines are the kind that make you stop to think. Actually I did not get it all down; but I filled in the blanks from memory. I am equally puzzled to know why I persisted with the synthetic science of economics in which all roads seemed to lead to Socialism. It would have been far better, far more practical, for me to have followed up French and German. I am certain that I obtained most benefit from a correspondence course in English conducted with Cambridge University. Some painstaking tutor, laboriously adding to his earnings, marked my essays and various other exercises with marginal comments in red ink. When he bracketed a paragraph and wrote "Good" against it, my joy was unbounded, but I never confessed to my office colleagues that I was having this tuition. I felt that they would have thought it infra digl
My education in those years had as many channels as the mouths of the Ganges. One night I dropped into Mansfield House Settlement, Canning Town, to see a play by the local amateurs called The Devil's Disciple. I intended to do my usual trick of grabbing a programme and running. But when the play started it gripped my attention and I sat engrossed to the end. It launched me on an intensive course of Shaw, and it also induced me to write to the great man himself to ask him by what method I could graduate from my local suburban paper to Fleet Street. Shaw, with his unfailing and inexhaustible kindness towards unknown letter writers seeking advice, dictated a reply to his secretary, Miss Blanche Patch. He ad vised that I should "stick to the suburban